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O CANADA! 

(“That  True  North.”  _r«nuy»o«) 


Written  by  Robert  Todd. 


Melody  by  C.  LAVALLEt. 


Maestoso. 


Entered  according  to  Act  of  the  Parliament  of  Oapada  in  thenar  180  9 by  A.  Cox  4 Ca  at  the  Department  of  Agriculture  Ottava. 


might— y moun  tains  soar, dear  landclose  to  the  smv  -ling  skies.  Thy 
-less  and  bold  thy  braw  — ny  sons  .'will  guard  thee  night  and  day^  Our 
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0 Canada,  g 


COD  SAVE  THE  KING. 


Andante  Maestoso . ARRANGED  BY  PHILIP  KLIT  - 


6 Lord  our  God!  arise, 
Scatter  his  enemies, 

And  make  thorn  fal], 


Confound  their  polities,  Thy  choicest  gifts  in  store,  May  he  defend  our  laws, 

Frustrate  their  knavish  tricks , \ On  him  he  pleased  to  pour,  And  enjr  give  us  cause, 

On  him  our  hopes  wo  fix  j Lotig  may  ho  reign,!  To  sing  with  heart  and  void 

God  save  us  all!  * God  save  the  King! 


QodSavo  Qla'Kinfl,  a 


PIANO 


The  Maple  Leaf  for  ever. 


Alexander  Muir. 
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1.  In  days  of  yore,  from  Bri- tain’s  shore,  Wolfe  the  daunt-less. 

2.  At  Queena-ton,  Heights  and  Lun  - dy’s  Lane,  Our  brave  fa  - there, 

3.  Our  fair  Do  - min  - ion  now  ex  - tends  From  Cape  Race  to 

4.  On  mer,-  ry  Eng  - land’s  far- famed  land  May  kind  Hea-ven 


gether,  The 

never!  Our 

sever,  And 
quiver,  God 
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This  - tie,  Shamrock, 
watchword  ev  - er  - 
flour  - ish  green  o’er 
save  our  King,  and 

Rose  en  - twine  The 
more  shall  be,  The 
Free-dom’s  home,  The 
Hea-ven  bless  The 
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CHORUS. 


RULE,  BRITANNIA! 


Words  by  James  Thomson.  Music  by  Dr.  Thomas  A,  Arne. 


RULE,  BRITANNIA  I 

2 


Just  Before  The  Buttle,  Mother 


GEO.  F.  BOOT. 


~p  -tt-p-p  fJ. 


Com  - radesjbrsve,are  round  me  ly  - ing, 
Tell  the  trai-tors  all  a - round  you 
Hear  the“Bat-tle  Cry  of  Free-dom1’ 


Filled  withtho’tsof  homeand 

God, 

For 

That  their  cm- el  words  we 

know, 

In 

How  it  swells  up  - on  the 

air, 

Ohl 

ritard. 


Repeat  pp 
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Moth-er,  you  will  not  for-get  me,  If  Ini  num-bered  with  the  slain. 


J>  J>  J>  i> 
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The  Red,  White  and  Blue 


Words  by  David  T.  Shaw. 


Music  by  Thomas  k Becket. 


U'-S?  

o‘  wV  Bn  ' tan  ■ nia’  the  pride  0 ■ cean- 

o'  m, hen  wing’d  its  wide  des  - o - la  - tion, 

6.  I lie. . . Na  - tion’s  proud  ban  - tier  bring  hith-er, 


T 


Tlie  home  of  the  brave  and  the  free, 
And  threatened  the  land  to  de  - form, 
O’er  Brit  - on’s  true  sons  let  it  wave' 
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Iue  s^JVJe  .?*  each  pa-triot’s  de  - vo  - tion  A. ...  world  of  • fers  hom  - age  to  thee: 


The  shrine 

The  ark  then  of  free-dom’s  foun'-’da-tTon, 
May  the  wreaths  they  have  won  nev-er  with  - er, 


a -age  to  thee; 
Bri  - t»n  - nia,  rode  safe  thro’  the  storm ; 
Nor  its  glory  cease  to  shine  on  tlie  brave: 


U I* 


SUB 


mandates  make  he  - roes  as  - sem  - ble, 
With  the  gar-lands  ol  Tic  - t’ry  a - round  her, 
May  the  ser  . vice  u . ni  - ted  ne'er  sev  - er, 


When . . Lib  - er  - ty’s  form  stands  in  view  : 
When  so  proud-ly  she  bore  her  braye  crew. 

Jfut. ..  hold  to  their  col  - ors  so  true; 

+ jy 
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Thy...  ban -ners  make  tyr  - an  ■ ny  trem-ble, 
With  her  flag  proud-ly  float  • ing  be  - fore  her, 
The Ar  - my  and  Na  - vy  for  - ev  - er 


W--JL 


When  borne  by  the  red,  white,  and  blue- 
The  pride  0f  the  red,  white,  and  blue,.  pj„ 
Three  cheers  for  the  red,  white,  and  blue!  * ’ 


When  borne  by  the  red,  white,  and  blue, 

T«e  pride  of  the  red,  white,  and  blue, 

nwee  cheers  for  the  red,  white,  and  blue 

- :f£  :t 


When  borne  by  the  red,  white,  and  blue, 
mi  . ?£  the  red,  white,  and  bine,  D.S.  * 

Three  cheers  for  the  red,  white,  and  blue 


DIXIE'S  LAND, 


4 Now  here’s  a health  to  the  next  old  Missus, 
And  all  de  gals  dat  want,  to  kiss  us ; 

Look  away ! etc., 

But  if  you  want  to  drive  ’way  sorrow, 
Come  and  hear  dis  song  to-morrow, 

Look  away!  etc., 


5 Dar’s  buck*wheat  cakes  an’  Ingen’  batter, 
Makes  you  fat  or  a little  fatter ; ' 

Look  away ! etc., 

Den  hoe  it  down  an  scratch  your  grabble. 
To  Dixie’s  land  I’m  bound  t^ia^bble, 

Look  away ! ete,, 


THE  MARSEILLAISE 


mf  Allegro  marziale. 


Music  by  Rouget  de  Li9ie. 
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1.  Ye  sons  of  Free-dom,  wake  to  glo  - ry!  Hark!  hark!  what  myriads  bid-  you  rise!  Your  chil-dren, 
1.  Al  - Ions*  en-fants  de  la  pa  - tri  - e!  Le  jour  He  gloire  est  ar  - ri  - vef  Con  - ire 


wives,  and  grand  - sires  hoar  - y, 
nous  de  la  ty-ran-ni  - e 


Be  - hold  their  tears,  and  hear  their  cries!  Be  - hold  their 
L e - ten  • dat'd  san  - giant  est  le  - ve  / L'e  - ten  - dard 


to  arms,  ye  brave!  Th’a-veng  - ing  sword  un  - sheath  1 
mes,  ci  ■ to -yens  I For  - mez  vos  la  - tail -Ions! 


arms, 


March 
Mar  . 


THE  MARSEILLAISE. 


2 With  luxury  and  pride  surrounded, 

The  vile  insatiate  despots  dare, 

Their  thirst  for  gold  and  power  unbounded. 
To  mete  and  vend  the  light  and  air  I , 

To  mete  and  vend  the  light  and  air  I 
Like  beasts  of  burden  would  they  load  us, 
Like  gods  would  bid  their  slaves  adore; , 
But  man  is  man,  and  who  is  more  ? 

Then  shall  they  longer  lash  and  goad  us  ? 

To  arms,  to  arms,  ye  brave ! 

Th’avenging  sword  unsheath! 

March  on,  march  on,  all  hearts  resolved 
On  liberty  or  death ! ' 

3 0 Liberty ! can  man  resign  thee  ? 

Once  having  felt,  thy  generous  flame, 

Can  dungeon  bolts  and  bars  confine  thee, 

Or  whips  thy  noble  spirit  tame  ? 

Or  whips  thy  noble  spirit  tame? 

Too  long  the  world  has  wept,  bewailing 
The  blood-stained  sword  our  conq’rors  wield ; 
Bat  freedom  is  our  sword  and  shield, 

And  all  their  arts  are  unavailing! 

To  arms,  to  arms,  ye  brave ! 

Th’avenging  sword  unsheath! 

March  on, -march  on,  all  hearts  resolved 
On  liberty  or  death  1 


2 Tremblez,  tyrants!  $t  vous,  perfides, 
L’opprobre  de  lous  les partis, 
Tremblez!  vos  projets  parricides 
Vont  enfin  recevoir  leurprix! 

Vont  enfin  recevoir  leur  prix! 

Tout  est  soldat  pour  vous  combaUre. 
S’ils  tombent,  nos  jeunes  Mr  os. 

La  France  en  produit,  de  nouveaux, 
Contre  vous  tout  pr.ets  d se  battre! 

Aux  armes,  citoyens! 

Formez  vos  bataillons! 

Mar  chons,  mar  chons!  qu’un  sang  impi 
Abreuve  nos  sillons! 

3 Nous  entrer&ns  Hans  la  carriers 
Quand  nos  aines  n'y  seront plies; 

Nous  y trouverons  leur  poussiere 
Ft  la  trace  de  leurs  vert  us, 

Et  la  trace  de  leurs  vertus, 

Bien  moins  jaloux  de  leur  survivre 
Que  de  partager  leur  cercueil, 

Nous  aurons  le  sublime  orgueil 
De  les  venger  ou  de  les  suivref 
Aux  armes,  citoyens! 

Formez  vos  bataillons! 

Marchons,  marchons!  qu’un  sang  imp » 
Abreuve  nos  sillons! 


RUSSIAN  HYMN. 


der-shaw  nui 


reign. 

Zarst  vnii  na  Sla  wyi.nd  Sla  wu  nam. 


Dread  of  his  en  • e - mies,  Faith's  sure  de-fend-er,  God  save  the  Czar,  God  save  the  Czar. 
Zarst  wui  na  stach  ivra-gam  Zar  pra  - w'a  sslaw  nyi,  Bo  - - she  zar  ia  clira  ■ ni. 


MARCHING  THROUGH  GEORGIA. 


Worus  and  music  by  Henry  C.  Work. 


.i:r  t 

Bring  the  good  old  bu  - gle,  boys!  we’ll  sing  an  - oth  - er  song  — Sing  it  with  a 

How  the  dark  - ies  shout  - ed  when  they  heard  the  joy  - ful  sound!  How  the  tur  - keys 

Yes,  and  there  were  Un  - ion  men  who  wept  with  ioy  - ful  tears,  When  they  saw  the 

“Sher-man’s  dash-ing  Yan  - kee  boys  will  nev  - er  reach  the  coast!”  So  the  sau  - cv 
So  we  made  a thor-ough-fare  for  Free  * dom  and  her  train,  Six  - ty  miles  in 


spir  • it  that  will  start  the  world  a - long — 

gob  - bled  which  our  com  - mis  - sa  - ry  found! 

hon  - ored  flag  they  had  not  seen  for  years ; 

reb  - els  said,  and  ’twas  a hand-some  boast, 

lat  - i - tude— three  hun  - dred  to  the  main ; 


Sing  it  as  we  used  to  sing  it, 

How  the  sweet  po  - ta  - toes  e - ven 
Hard  - ly  could  they  be  restrained  from 
Had  they  not  for  - got,  a - las!  to 

Trea  - son  fled  be  - fore  us,  for  re- 


fif-tv  thou-sand  strong,  While  we  were  march-ing  thro’ Geor  - gia 
start-ed  from  the  ground,  While  we  w.ere  march-ing  thro’  Geor  - gia: 

breaking  fosth  in  cheers,  While  we  were  march-ing  thro’  Geor  - gia. 

reck -on  with  the  host,  While  we  were  march-ing  thro’ Geor  - gia? 

sist-ance  was  in  vain,  While  we  were  march-ing  thro' Geor  - gia. 

JL-e  1 S : 1-.3T • * 


Hur-rah!  hur-rah  ! w-o 

IV 
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MARYLAND,  MY  MARYLAND. 


Modems,. 


1.  Thou  will  not  cow  . er  in  the  dust, 

2.  Thou  wilt  not  yield  the  Van  - dal  toil, 

3-  1 see  no  blush  up  . on  thy  cheek, 

4.  I hear  the  dis  . tant  thun  - der  hnra, 


Ma  - ry  • land  I my  Ma  - ry  - land! 

Ma  - ry  • land  I my  Ma  - ry  - land! 

Ma  - ry  - land ! ray  Ma  - ry  - land ! 

Ma  - ry  - land!  my  Ma  - ry  - land! 


m 


nev 

er 

rust, 

Ma 

ry 

land  I 

my 

Ma 

-w — s — 

ry  - land  I 

his 

eon 

• trol, 

Ma 

ry 

land  1 

my 

Ma. 

ry  - land ! 

brave 

- iy 

meek. 

Ma 

ry 

land  1 

my 

Ma 

ry  • land ! 

fife 

and 

drum, 

Ma 

ry 

land ! 

my 

Ma 

ry  ■ land! 
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Re  mem  ber  Car  • roll’s  ,sa  - crcd-  trust,  Re  - mem  - ber  How  - ward’s  war  - like  thrust, 

Bet  - ter  the  fire  up  • cn  thee  roll,  Bet  - ter  the  shot,  the  blade,  the  bowl, 

For  life  and  death,  for  woe  and  weal,  Thy  peer  - less  chiv  - al  • ry  re  - veal. 

Come!  to  thine  own  he  • ro  - ic  throng.  That  stalks  with  Lib  • er  - ty  a - long, 

h h I . -<*-  *-•  M-  .ft. 
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And 

all 

* thy  slum 

b’rers 

with 

the 

just. 

Ma 

ry  - landl 

my 

Ma 

ry  • land! 

Than 

cru 

- ei  - fix 

ion 

. of 

the 

soul. 

Ma 

ry  - land! 

my 

Ma 

ry  - land! 

And 

gird 

thy  beau 

teous 

limbs 

with 

steel, 

Ma 

ry  - land! 

my 

Ma 

ry  - land! 

I And 

ring 

thy  daunt 

• less 

slo  - 

'gf11 

song. 

Ma 

ry  • land  1 

my 

Ma 

ry  - land ! 
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MY  COUNTRY , T/S  OF  THEE  (America) 


Land  where  my 
I love  thy 

the  trees.  Sweet  freedom’s  song ; Let  mor  - tal 
Au-thor  of  lib  - er  - ty.  To  thee  we  sing:  Long  may  our 


Let  free -dom  ring! 
rills.  Thy  woods  and  templed  hills;  My  heart  with  rapture  thrills  Like  that  a - hove, 
awake;  Let  all  that  breathe  partake;  Let  rocks  their  silence  break,  The  sound  pro  - long, 
bright  With  freedom’s  ho  - ly  light;  Protect  us  by  thy  might,  Great  God,  our  Kingl 


YANKEE  DOO 

mm ipw 


Father  and  I went  down  to  camp,  A - long  with  Cap  - tain  Good  - ’in, . And 

2.  And  there  we  see  a thou -sand  men,  As  rich  as  Squire  Da  - vid;  And 

3.  And  there  was  Cap  - tain  Wash-ing  - ton  Up  - on  a slap  - ping  stall . - ion,  A 

4.  And  then  the  feath  - ers  on  his  hat,  They  looked  so  ver  - y fine,  ah ! I 


And  there  I see  a swamping  gun, 
Large  as  a log  of  maple, 

Upon  a mighty  little  cart; 

A load  for  father’s  cattle. 

And  every  time  they  fired  it  off, 
It  took  a horn  of  powder; 

It  made  a noise  like  father’s  gvm, 
Only  a nation  louder. 


And  there  I see  a little  keg. 

Its  heads  all  made  of  leather, 
They  knocked  upon’t  with  little 
To  call  the  folks  together.[sticks, 

And  Cap’n  Davis  had  a gun, 

He  kind  o’  clapt  his  hand  on ’t, 
And  stuck  a crooked  stabbing  iron 
Upon  the  little  end  on 't . 


The  troopers,  too,  would  gallop  up, 
And  fire  right  in  our  faces; 

It  scared  me  almost  half  to  death 
To  see  them  run  such  races. 

It  scared  me  so  I hooked  it  off, 

' Nor  stopped,  as  I remember, 
Nor  turned  about  till  I got  home, 
Locked  up  in  mother's  chamber. 


THE  STAR-SPANGLED  BANNER. 

or  QuarUtU.  w 


Francis  Scott  Key.  1814. 

-N- 


2 Qn't-Kp  c?LC?  y?U'  See’  by,t\e  da'vn’s  early  light,  What  so  proudly  we  hail'd  at  the 

V And  whprP  the  mistsof  tiie  deep.  Where  the  foe’s  haughty  host  in  dread 

f ™re's  that  band  who  so  vauntingly  swore.  That  the  hav-oc  of  war  and  the 

4.  un,  mus  be  it  ev-erwhen  freeman  shall  stand,  Be-tween  their  loved  home  and  wild 


| ~ ^ | | i/l 

twilight  s last  gleaming, Whose  broad  stripes  and  bright  stars,  thro’  the  perilous  fight,  O’er  the  ramparts  we 
si  - lence  re  - pos  -es,  What  is  that  which  the  breeze,  o’er  the  tower-ing  steep,  As  it  fit-ful-ly 
bat  ^ - tie  s con-fu-sion,  A . . home  and  a country  should  leave  us  no  more  ? Their  blood  has  wash’d 
war’s  des  - o-lation ; Blest  with  vict’ry  and  peace,  may  the  heav’n-rescued  land  Praise  the  pow’r  that  hath 

a* ! **  1 I 


watch’d,  were  so  gal-lant-ly  streaming?  And  the  rockets’  red  glare,  the  bombs  bursting  in  air,  Gave 
blows,  half  conceals,  half  dis-  clos-  es  ? Now  it  catches  the  gleam  of  the  morning’s  first  beam,  In  full 
cut  their  foul  footsteps’ pol-lu-tion.  No  re -fuge  could  save  the  hireling  and  slave  From  the 

made  and  preserv’d  us  a nation ! Then  conquer  we  must,  when  our  cause  it  is  just,  And 


Chorus, 


m p 


r 

proof  thro’  the  night  that  our  flag  was  still  there.  Oh,  . . say,  does  that  star-  span  - gled 

glo  - ry  re  - fleet  - ed,  now  shines  on  the  stream : ’Tis  the  star-span  - gled  ban-ner:  oh, 

ter  - ror  of  flight  ’ or  the  gloom  of  the  grave  : And  the  star-span  - gled  ban  - ner  in 

this  be  our  mot  - to : “ In  God  is  our  trust  1”  And  the  star-span  - gled  ban  - ner  in 


i)  Moderate,  dolce. 


THE  SPANISH  CAVALIER. 


-r 


1.  A Span-ish  cav  * a-Iier  stood  in  his  re-treat,  And  on  his  gui- tar  play’d  a tune,  dear;  T-'e 

2.  I am  off  to  the  war,  to  the  war  I must  go,  To  fight  for  my  conn-try  and  you,  dear;  But 

3.  And  when  the  war  is  o’er,  to  you  I’il  re-turn,  Back  to  mycoun-try  and  you,  dear;  But 


tk 


/ 


■lli 


3t  3 


r 


-#F= 


mu  - sic  so  sweet,  they’d  oft-times  re -peat,  The  bless-ing  of  my  coun  - try  and  you,  dear, 

if  I should  fall,  in  vain  I would  call,  The  bless-ing  of  my  coun  - try  and  you,  dear 

if  I be  slain, you  may  seek  me  in  vain,  Up  - on  the  bat  - tie  - field  you  will  find  me. 


X- 


-X- 


THE  CURL  i LEFT  BEHIND  ME 


Modfrato. 


-V 

'TW  * 

-p- 

- 

m 

P ' 

> 

' ? 

-P 

- *= 

E 

i. 

I’m 

lone  • some 

since 

i 

cross'd 

the 

hill, 

And 

o’er 

the 

moor 

and 

val 

ley, 

2. 

Oh  1 

ne’er  shall 

I 

for  - 

get 

the 

night, 

The 

stars 

were 

bright 

a 

bove 

me, 

3. 

The 

bee  shall 

hon 

ey 

taste 

no 

more, 

The 

dove 

be  - 

come 

a 

ran 

ger, 

4. 

Mv 

mind  her 

form 

shall 

still 

re 

tain, 

In 

sleep 

ing 

or 

in 

wak 

ing. 
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heav  - v thoughts  mv  heart  do  fill.  Since  part  • ing  with  my 

gen  - tlv  lent  their  sil  - v'ry  light,  When  first  she  vowed  she 

dash  » ing  waves  shall  cease  to  roar.  Ere  she’s  to  me  a 

til  I see  my  love  a - gain,  For  whom  my  heart  is 


Sal  - ly; 
loved  me. 
st  ran  - ger; 
break  - ing. 
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How  swift  the  hours  did  pass 

And  send  me  safe  • ly  back 

In  con  stan  - ey  to  her 

For  ev 


gain  To  the  girl  I’ve 


er  - move  I’ll  glad  • ly  stay  With  the  girl 
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left 
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hind 

me. 

left 

be 

hind 

rue. 

left 

be  • 

hind 

me. 

left 

be  • 

hind 

me. 
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TENTING  ON  THE  OLD  CAMP  GROUND. 


Tenting  to-night 
pp  Last  verse. 

Dy  - ing  to-night. 


Tenting  on  the  old  Camp  ground. 


Tenting  to-nigh! 


Dy  - ing  on  the  old  Camp  ground. 


TRAMP!  TRAMP!  TRAMP! 


Words  and  music  by  Ceo.  F.  Rost. 

■E > >■ , _=*, 


l In  the  pris  - on  cell  I sit,  Think  - ing,  Moth  * er  dear,  of  you,  And  oar 

2.  In  the  bat  • tie  front  we  stood  When  their  here  - est  charge  they  made,  And  they 

3 So,  with  - in  the  pris  - on  cell,  We  are  wait  - ing  for  the  day  That  shall 

t — £— !=— i* P-- 


5 P — 7 » ' 0 i* ' ' i 

„ v Is  ti  S V I -a  _S  J 

✓ 5 

— r- — fa  „ « — «-•  5 e ,v 

-?H — i fa KT- 

-5--  * • - 

ET_  •»  j — » HR 

tr  -j  * T — w • 

bright  and  hap  - py  home  so  far  a - 

swept  us  off  a him  - dred  men  or 

come  to  o - pen  wide  the  i - ron 
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way ; And  the 
more;  But  be - 
Joor;  Arjd  the 
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tears  they  fill  my  eyes  Spite  of 
fore  we  reached  their  lines  They  were 
hoi  - low  eye  grows  bright,  And  the 
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all  that  I can  do.  Though  I try  to  cheer  my  - com  - rades  and  be  gay. 

beat  - en  back,  dis-mayed,  And  we  heard  the  cry  of  Tic  - t'ry  o’er  and  o'er, 

poor  heart  al  ■ most  gay.  As  we  think  of  see  - ing  home  and  friends  once  more. 


CaoRus. 


T I IIP 

Tramp  I tramp  i tramp!  the  Boys  are  march  • ing,  ' Cheer  up,  comrades,  they  will  come,  And  be  • 

mareh-ing  on,  0 cheer  up,  com  - rades,  they  will  come, 


ne!ththe  Union  jack  Wc  shalUircathe  the  air  again  Of  the  freeland  in  our  own  be-loved  home. 


s 


MARCH  OF  THE  MEN  OF  HA«LECH.  2 


2 Rocky  steeps  and  passes  narrow 
Hash  with  spear  and  flight  of  arrow. 
Who  would  think  of  death  and  sorrow? 

Death  is  glory  now' 

HnH  the  reeling  horsemen  over. 

Let  the  earth  dead  foemen  cover* 

Fate  of  friend,  of  wife,  of  lover, 
Trembles  on  a blow ! 

Strands  of  life  are  riven, 

Blow  for  blow  is  given, 

In  deadly  lock,  or  battle  shock, 

And  jnerev  shrieks  to  heaven! 

Men  of  Harlech!  young  or  hoary. 

Would  you  win  a name  in  story? 

Strike  for  home,  for  life,  for  gloryl 
Freedom!  God,  and  Right! 


2 Xi  chaijf  gelyn  ladd  ac  ymlid, 
JIarler.h!  Harlech!  civyd  iiv  herlid ; 
Y mae  Rhoddwr  mavor  ein  Rkyddid, 
Yn  rhoi  nertli  i ni; 

1 Ve/e  (fymru  a’ i byddinoedU. 

Xu  ymdyivalU  dr  mynyddbedd  ! 
Rhuthrant  fd  rhaiadrau  dyfroedd 
Llamaut  felylli! 

Llyddianti  n Uuyddon  ! 

Rmystro  bar  yr  estron  ! 

C ivy  bod  yn  ei  galon  gaiff, 

Fel  bratha  cleddyf  Brython  ; 

Y cUdd  yn  erbyn  elfdd  a chwery, 

J)ur  yn  erbyn  dur  a det'y 
Wele  fdner  Gwalia'i  fyny 
Rhvddid  aiff  a hi  f 


THE  /VUNSTREL  BOY 


Music  by  MICHAEL  W.  BALFE. 


Death  of  Nelson 


BRAHAM. 


Larghetto. 


Beside  the  Camp  Fire,  Idly  Breaming, 


tempo. 


r\ 


SOLDIER’S  FAREWELL. 


well,  fare -well,  my  own  true  love;  Fare- well,  fare -well,  my  own  true  love. 
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THE  HARP  THAT  ONCE  THROUGH  TARA’S  HALLS. 

Words  by  Thomas  Moore.  Music  by  Molly  Asforo. 

Andante.  1st  verse  pp,  2d  verse  ff.  — — T ' V 


, Wo“  i,“rp  <j?°!  thr°'  Ta  • J?'s  Ja.u!  The  soul  of  mu  - sio  shed,  Now  hongs  as  mute  on 

S.  No  more  to  chiefs  and  la  • dies  bright  The  harp  of  Ta  - ra  swells;  The  chord  a -lone  that 

‘ ' ' ' ' ' _ ! 


Ta  • ras  walls  As  if  that  soul  were  fled  ; So  sleeps  the  pride  of  for  • mer  davs  So 

breaba  at  night,  Its  tale  of  rn  - in  tells: Thus  Frce-dom  now  so  sel-dom  wakes,  The 


i — r 


glo  ry’s  thnll  fs  o'er  : . . . And  hearts  0»at  once  beat  high  for  praise,  Now  feel  that  praise  no  more, 
on  - iy  throb  she  gives. . . Is  w Jian  soma  heart  indignunt  brealts,  To  show  that  still  she  lives. 
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NEW  BOOK 


Old  Favorite  Songs,  No.  4 

CONTENTS 

Aloha  Oe  (Farewell  to  Thee) ; A Story  Ever  Sweet  and  True; 
Blue  Eyes;  Casey  Jones;  Down  on  the  Farm;  Farewell  to  Thee 
(Aloha  Oe) ; Good  Luck  to  Johnny  Canuck;  I Told  You  I Loved 
You  and  I do;  I’ll  Meet  You  When  the  Roses  Bloom  Again;  Love 
Has  Come  to  Live  in  Our  House;  My  Old  New  Hampshire  Home; 
Only  a Tear-stained  Message;  Pictures  from  Life’s  Other  Side; 
Sweethearts  May  Come  and  Go ; Sweet  Bunch  of  Daisies ; Where 
the  Sugar  Maples  Grow;  You,  None  but  You. 

Words  and  Musk  complete  with  Piano  accompaniment. 

Price  15c.,  Postage  3c. 


Pearls  of  Melody 

A very  fine  collection  of  Piano  Pieces,  Meditations,  Waltzes, 
Pieces  with  Variations,  etc. 

CONTENTS 

Angel  Choir  Meditation  (G.  Stevens) ; Beautiful  Blue 
Danube  Waltzes  (J.  Strauss) ; Chapel  in  the  Mountains  (G.  W. 
Wilson);  Dreams  of  Youth  (Reverie)  (L.  Harnish;  Hearts  and 
Flowers  (Reverie)  (W.  J.  Cornish) ; Nearer  My  God  to  Thee,  Var. 
(C.  D.  Blake) ; Rock  of  Ages,  Var.  ( W.  P.  Ryder) ; Sweet  Bye  and 
Bye,  Var.  (W.  Steir) ; Spring  Song  (Mendelssohn) ; Serenade 
March  (Aubert) ; Woodland  Echoes  (A.  P.  Wyman. 

Price  25c. 


ANOTHER  NEW  BOOK 

Favorite  Lessons  Music  Room 

A Collection  of  Easy  Pieces,  Grade  2 and  3,  suitable  for  Plano  or  Organ 
CONTENTS 

Angel  Voices  Reverie;  Colonial  March;  Chicago  Express 
March ; In  the  Evening  Shadows  Waltz ; Dance  of  the  Blue  Bells ; 
Dancing  Waves  Waltz;  Dreaming  Waltz;  Fox  Hunters’  March; 
Gertrude’s  Dream  Waltz;  La  Violette  Schottisehe;  Mountain  Bell 
Sehottisehe;  Moonbeams  on  the  Lake  Reverie;  Orvetta  Waltz; 
Star  of  the  Sea  Reverie;  Trip  to  the  Moon  Mazurka;  Wild  Rose 
Mazurka. 

Price  25c.,  Postage  3c. 

For  Sale  by  A.  COX  & CO.  Music  Publishers  Toronto,  Canada 
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OLD  FAVORITE  SONGS  No.  1 jf 

Special  Introduction  Price  Only  16c.,  Postage  3c.  (Over  50  pages)  | 

V0'5®  “”."c  ™th  Piano  Accompaniment.  « 

Sheet  Music  Size  9 x 12  inches.  Nothing  like  it  ever  published  at  this  price.  £ 
g „ CONTENTS 

a „ Lau”®>  Aald  LanS  S?n9>  Bonnie  Dundee,  Blue  Bells  of  Scotland,  Ben  • 
g 5°J?»  Bonnie  Laddie,  Bennie  Sweet  Bessie,  Bonnie  Banks  of  Loch  Lomond,  £ 
" ®eij?v®  Me  If  All,  Beautiful  Isle,  Cosnin*  Thro'  the  Eye,  Campbells  Are  «• 
Come  Back  to  Erin,  Darling  Nellie  Gray,  Dixie  Land,  Flow  Gently 

ff.nn  Cianftv  T.nr^  n T — j tt-  « - .1  . ,,  ,,,  _ ■ n 


c-'  ■-  ' "w““,  V>  aioiciucan,  ijuiiuitu.  IVlUEr- 

< ?®7»  Lsst  Bose  of  Summer,  Land  o’  the  Leal,  My  Bonnie  Lies  Over  the  Ocean. 
Marching  Thro  Georgia,  Massa’s  in  the  Cold  Ground,  Maple  Leaf  CM 
■ Folks  At  Home,  Old  Oaken  Bucket,  Old  Black  Joe,  0 Canada,  Robin  Adair 
| Red,  White  and  Blue,  Rule  Britannia,  Star  of  the  East,  Swaneo  River,  Scots’ 

ier’s  Fa: 


g_i  Summer 
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, , mt  ,,  > irewell,  Stars  of  the 

You  11  R=msmher  Me,  Tramp,  Tramp,  When  the  Kye 
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Come  Kama,  Whan  You  and  I Were  Young  Maggie,  Within  a Mile  of  Edin- 
I borough  Town,  When  You  Gang  Awa’  Jamie,  Way  Down  Upon  the  Swanee 
River,  Ye  Banks  and  Braes. 


OLD  FAVORITE  SONGS  No.  2 

° Special  Introduction  Price  Only  16c.,  Postage  3o.  (Over  50  pages) 

isic  comple 

Sheet  Music  Sm/9  x 12  inches.  N( 


Words  £nd  Music  complete  with  Piano  Accompaniment. 

Nothing  like  it  ever  published 


at  this  pi 


'riee.^f  g » 

CONTENTS 

Alice  Where  Ait  Thou,  A Picture  No  Artist,  Am  I Not  Fondly  Thine  Ownf  S O & 
Bridge,  Drink  .0  Me  Only  With  Thine  Eyes,  Do  They  Miss  Me  At  Hornet  ® 


Songs,  In  T: 
(Drinking), 
dean,  Jingle 


;s,  T Dreamt  I Dwelt  in  Marble  Halls,  In  Cellar  Cool  E 

»- 0,,  I'se  Gwina  Back  to  Dixie,  John  Brown’s  Body,  Jock  0’  Hazel- 

lean,  Jingle  Bells,  Listen  to  the  Mocking  Bird,  Marseillaise  (French  Na- 
tional Anthem),  My  Old  Friend  John,  My  Old  Kentucky  Home,  Maid  of 
Athens,  Maryland,  My  Maryland,  Only  a Rosebud,  Russian  Hymn,  Rocked 
Sn  the  Cradle  of  the  Deep,  Sweet  and  Low,  Spanish  Cavalier,  Sweet  Gene- 
vieve, Tom  Bowling,  Take  Back  the  Heart,  We’ll  May  the  Keel  Row,  We’d 
Better  Bide  a Wee,  When  the  Swallows  Homeward  Fly. 

Favorite  Popular  Piano  Pieces 

Over  50  pages  of  the  best  music  ever  published. 

$ Sheet  Music  Size,  9 x 12  inches. 

5 CONTENTS. 

5 A Trip  to  Niagara,  Two-Step ; Bonnie  Briar  Bush,  Two-Step ; Beau- 
■4  tifui  Star  Heaven,  Reverie ; Barn  Dance,  Gems  of  Erin,  Waltz ; Let 
2 ’Er  Go,  Two-Step;  Love  and  Devotion,  Reverie;  Maple  Leaf  Rag; 

\ Melody  of  Love,  Gavotte ; Message  of  Peace,  Reverie ; Moon 
< Winks,  Three-Step ; Narcissus  Sketch ; Rye  Waltz,  Robin ’s  Return, 

J Caprice;  Sweet  Suspense,  Three-Step;  Turkey  in  the  Straw, 
j Two-Step. 

PRICE  26  CENTS. 

Any  piece  or  Book  sent  on  receipt  of  Price. 

A.  COX  & CO., 

Queen  snd  Victoria  Streets.  TORONTO,  CANADA.  1 


